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and put their hands up to feel if their blouses were
hooked.

But the chairman, with responsible solemnity, having
contemplated the girls through his eyeglasses, holding
his head slightly on one side, briefly consulted the other
judges, and signalled one girl to pass behind the table
on his right, the other on his left. The one on his left
was recognised as winner, and the house applauded
with tumult, the supporters of the defeated yielding
to success.

Before the applause had died, two more girls were
led forward, and the storm of shouts and yells arose
again. One of the candidates was dressed in pink,
with a shiny black belt round her waist, a huge pink
bow in her fluffy, light hair, and white stockings very
visible. When the Master shouted her name, she cocked
her head on one side, giggled, and writhed her shoulders.
Cries of " Saucy 1 " " Mabel! " " Ain't I a nice little
girl ? " and " There's a little bit of all right 1 " saluted
her, and the approval was beyond question. He
pointed to the other, and a rage of execration burst
forth, " O Ginger! " " Ain't she got a cheek ? " " Lock
her up for the night! " " Oh, you giddy old thing! "
were the chief cries that Mr. Clarkson could distinguish
in the general howling. A band of youths behind him
began singing, "Tell me the old, old story." In the
gallery they sang " Sit down, sit down," to the tune of
the Westminster chimes. Half the theatre joined in one
song, half in the other, and the singing ended in cat-
calls, whistles, and shrieks of mockery. The red-haired
girl stood pale and motionless, her eyes fixed on some
point of vacancy beyond the yelling crowd.

" Terribly painful position for a woman! " said Mr.
Clarkson.